THE LAKE DISTRICT.                 Of

century ago, says: " Passed by the little chapel of
Wiborn [Wythburn], out of which the Sunday con-
gregation were then issuing. Passed by a beck near
Dunmail Raise, and entered Westmoreland a second
time; now began to see Helm crag, distinguished from
its rugged neighbors, not so much by its height, as by
the strange, broken outline of its top, like some gigan-
tic building demolished, and the stones that composed
it flung across each other in wild confusion. Just
beyond it opens one of the sweetest landscapes that
Art ever attempted to imitate. The bosom of the
mountains here spreading into a broad basin, discovers
in the midst Grasmere Water; its margin is hollowed
into small bays, with eminences, some of rock, some
of soft turf, that half conceal and half vary the figure
of the little lake they command. From the shore a
low promontory pushes itself into the water, and on it
stands a white village, with a parish church rising in
the midst of it, having enclosures, cornfields, and
meadows, green as an emerald, which, with trees, and
hedges, and cattle, fill up the whole space from the
edge of the water, and just opposite to you is a large
farmhouse at the bottom of a steep, smooth lawn,
embosomed in old woods, which climb half way up
the mountain sides, and discover above a broken line
of crags that crown the scene. Not a single red tile,
no staring gentleman's house, breaks in upon the re-
pose of this unsuspected paradise; but all is peace,
rusticity, and happy poverty, in its sweetest, most
becoming attire."
This description must, of course, at the present dayages  have, during  the  last half-
